"B"                                                      INDIAN
Mrs.   M------  was   my  first  caller.    She made
herself felt, all right. She had obviously been sent
by her husband to try to persuade me to persuade
E. to withdraw his resignation.
She didn't set about her business very tactfully:
we -were still shaking hands when she burst out:
"What's all this I hear about your leaving C-----?
Now, Mrs, Charles, don't you think this is very
stupid? You like being here, don't you? What do
you want to go away for? Your husband gets a
good, a very good salary. You've no children . . .
yet, that is to say. Why don't you buy a nice little
car, and you could run about all over the country
. . . get down to the club in a minute and . . . and
... do lots of things you can't do now?"
"Well," I said, "the idea of buying a car is quite
out of the question. We couldn't possibly afford it.
As it is we can only just get along without getting
into debt."
"Oh, debt," she said. "Why, in India everyone's
in debt. . . . That is to say, nearly everyone," she
added hastily. "Butjm oughtn't to be in debt," she
went on, flashing her ear-rings energetically at me.
"You must be very bad managers if you are, any-
way. With your husband's salary and only your two
selves to think of. . . * Why . . . you ought to be
236